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PREFACE 

Extract from the Minutes, May, 2016 

OF the first quarter of the 20th Century two facts 
are remembered by students of history, — the 
recrudescence of poetry, and the Great War in 
Europe. 

This period of literature, which was marked by 
new inventions in forms of expression, may be called 
the Exoteric ; and the upheaval of arms, which led to 
the final democratization of the monarchical States of 
Europe, furnished to the legion of its poetasters 
material for their craft. 

For nearly a century the causes of the war's dra- 
matic ending were unknown. Recently there have 
been discovered documents of these flamboyant writers 
which may have helped to mold the opinon of the 
time. A fragment of this contemporary writing is 
here first printed. 

If the representation of the characters is an- 
omalous, for in one instance the author has used in 
his dialogue the name of Sir Alfred Austin, the laureate 
who preceded the episode in question, it is probably 
the license of fancy. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED 

Eller Squealer Fillcocks, Verse Manufacturer. 

Bill Shakespeare, Her Stenographer and Typist. 

Ruddy Rippling, Master Mechanic. 

Al Fresco Austin, The Poet Laureate. 

Jack Blazefield, Able Seaman. 

Colonel W, Joyful Hampton, Free Verse Mechanic, 

Fra Gutenberg, Printer's Devil and Editor. 

THE PHONOGRAPH. 

Minor Poets, Parody Makers, Plagiarists, 

and Scriveners. 



A BUSINESS IN POETRY 

PROLOGUE 

IT seems a fashion now-a-days to cry 

* A pest upon the poets and their wares. 
Maybe an envy 'tis that some shall try 

To reach a little nearer to the stars. 
Shall joy, profit perchance, attend the play, 

Yet 'tis so different methods for them all 
Who write their thoughts. What matters it the way, 

If Truth be placed on Fancy's pedestal? 
If satire, let no living heart be wrung. 

Fantastic, seek it, if the spirit leads. 
But when 'tis finished and the song is sung, 

Pray that the spirit live in flowers, not weeds. 
So, Friends, have patience, while our masquerade 
Pass in review for praise or cannonade. 

ACT I 

A Verse Factory. 
Will Shakespeare discovered at a typewriter in the outer office. 

Shakespeare. A quill, a quill, my kingdom for 

a quill! 
Or lacking kingdom I would quickly trade 
My sweet wife's mother for a nimble quill, 
A goose quill for a goose, and goose am I 
To click this damned thing. Were Austin here 
To quell the riot of these jumping keys; 
To ease, with soft converse, my click-mad mind, 
With one, or two, or three, I might stand three, 
Of his pet lyrics to the hapless flowers, 
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For which to please himself a grateful king 
Bestowed a title and two hundred pounds, — 
Who knocks without? Come in, come in. Must I 
Give up my labor, Sirrah, bow you in? 
The outer door's not locked. I say, come in. 

Enter Austin. 

Ha! *Tis Al Fresco. Sir, wouldst take my place, 
And pound these impish keys awhile? 

Austin. Nay, Will, I am no typist. I am come 
To place a hurry order for a verse 
Our noble king didst order for the war. 
Said he, "Al Fresco, in a trench in France 
A Teuton shell wiped out a regiment, 
A thousand men, completely, splendidly; 
And you, Sir Laureate, shall write my hate. 
Shall write a sonnet packed with poisoned hate, 
A screed so virile, venomous and rough, 
That William, in the madness of revenge, 
May send to battle all his cooped-up fleet/* 
How say you, is the order good or no? 
For I confess that rusty is my pen. 
My usual vocabulary fits 
Not battle cries and hellish slaughterings. 
But yesternight I wrote a pretty piece, 
Of how a daisy languished in the dell. 
And now this order comes to crowd me out 
From peaceful tasks I hoped for when I took 
This job at court. 

Shakespeare. Man, man, I truly think 
This is the very place to make your verse. 
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But tell me of the daisy, for my back 

Is proper weary with this blamed machine. 

Austin. Did I say daisy? 'Twas a primrose 

then 
That blushed and drooped. But listen, tell me if 
This hand of mine hath lost its erstwhile skill. 

Recites. 

THE PRIMROSE 

Within the shaded glen 

A prim rose played 
A game of poker. Then 
She beat the gaming men, 

This blushing maid, 
Within the shaded glen. 

Beneath the spreading yew 

This rose so prim, 
A full flush drew, 
And went the limit, too; 

A pretty whim, 
Beneath the spreading yew. 

Then down the forest trips 

This dainty pet; 
Her apron full of chips, 
The speculatress skips. 

Fair anchoret, 
A ravishing eclipse. 

Shakespeare. Stop, stop, enough. Didst come 

within to tease? 
I have not stacked the parti-colored chips 
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This live long week. My sole vocation be 
To keep the minutes, — 'tis no place to loaf, — 
Of Mistress Fillcocks when her passion moves. 
She runs this precious factory of verse, 
And if returning soon she catch you here, 
Delaying by your twaddle all my work, 
I'd get the sack and you your contract lose. 
Tis time she came from lunch. Sit there anon, 
And watch me thump this crazy writing box. 

Enter Fillcocks. 

Fillcocks. William how goes the work? Have 

finished all 
That lovely verse I wrote at ten fifteen? 
Who is your friend within ? Have I not seen 
His picture in some ladies* magazine? 

Shakespeare. Sure thing, Miss Eller. Yonder 

sits at ease 
An awful failure in real, red blood verse. 
He has all poets beaten to a pulp 
Who think in terms of birds, and trees, and flowers. 
He brings an order from the king to make 
A live wire epic. 

Fillcocks. Good, an order, good. 

We surely need the business. Lead me to it. 
My iron horse doth languish in his stall 
For want of needful gas which Standard Oil 
Hath pushed up out of sight. Dear me, dear me, 
We need the business sore, and pay day comes. 

Shakespeare. Come hither, Austin. Meet our 

manager. 
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Methinks not often is so large estate 
By woman kept Now woman wants the vote, 
Though why she wants it heaven only knows. 
'Tis something wanted, and she thinks 'tis votes. 
Men may both give and save her from her wants. 

Fillcocks. Cease, boy, this prattle. Let Sir 

Austin speak. 

Austin. If art thyself as vivid as thy rhymes, 
As warm a jade as one ought to expect 
In one who flaunts so healthy passion, 
Lady, thy humble servant. 

Fillcocks* What business? 

Austin. Canst make a sonnet in this factory? 
A sonnet true? Free verse will never suit. 
My typing friend, Will Shakespeare, says you may. 

Fillcocks* Why not? For such we run. This 

place was built 
To help the poets save their midnight oil, 
And pay some profit on its capital. 
A sonnet then. Of passion or of war? 
I hope of passion for our busy wheels 
To limn love's cadence are just now employed. 

Austin. *Tis war, and hate. 

Fillcocks. Will, hustle out 

and fetch 
The artisan who works the war machine. 
We'll let him take this order at first hand. 

Shakespeare goes out into the factory. 

Tell me, Sir Austin, for I fain would know 
What people think about my halting verse. 
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Austin. Halting! Not so, *Tis quite some 

strong forsooth. 
His balance loses if one reads enough. 
Have any of it by you? 

Fillcocks. Yes, a bit. 

A ready made, machine made bit of love. 
One that I use to advertise the tools 
That, made by man, yet kindle fires divine. 
If Will were only here he should recite. 

Recites, 

LOVE ME 

Love me, love me, hug me tighter, 
Till my weary eyes grow brighter. 
Kiss me, kiss me, give no reason, 
Love is never out of season. 
Tell me, tell me, 'tis thy duty 
To descant upon my beauty. 
Such a very backward lover! 
Never would I run to cover 
Were I man and Mistress Eller 
Asked me to become her feller. 

Austin. Haste, water, I bum. Turn thine 

eyes away 
Or forced am I against my feeble will 
To act upon your verse. 

Aside. 

Will never come 
That hulking lad to clear me of this mess? 

Door opens. Great pounding noises. Enter 
Shakespeare and Rippling. 



A BUSINESS IN POETRY 7 

Rippling. Madame, be brief. Delay and argu- 
ment 
Maybe shall spoil our epic now in hand, 
Its stately measure wreck, its feet distort, 
As happens oft when workmen chew the rag. 

Fillcocks. This gentleman, Sir Austin, laureate, 
Commissioned is by royal will to write 
A sonnet that shall blaze the kingly hate, 
And lead to ending of the war. 

Austin. My art's 

In question? Let's not bandy idle words 
To tell this fellow wherefor and the why. 
To business, if he please, that he invent 
A fitting tribute for my present use. 

Rippling, Aside. 

I know him, he is my one time 
rival. 

Aloud. 

This order. I will promise to concoct 
So strong poetic fancy that the king 
Will hesitate to publish wide. An hour 
At most our men will need to set the wheels 
To grind the toxic mass our chemists mix. 
A thousand pounds the cost. Thy credit, Sir? 
Is it more amply buttressed than thy rhymes, 
Thy dilly-dally rhymes which have not waked 
A thumping thrill in any British breast? 
An hour hence we meet. To us the rest. 

End of Ad I. 
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ACT II 

The Factory. Poetry machines in action. 
Shakespeare and Rippling at work. 

Rippling. Good Will, how fickle is the gratitude 
Of parliaments and courts! Didst ever hear 
The verse I wrote when pension or the bays 
For me predestined were bestowed upon 
Some far less worthy hacks? 

Shakespeare. Nay, tell it, Rud, 

If it can reach my ear drums in this place 
Which might be making boilers for the noise. 

Rippling, Recites. 

BRITISH POETS 

Mister Alfred Austin isn't quite the only blooming 

poet 
Whom the English people hire to be always on his 

job; 

For the output of his verses is too lady-like to show it; 
So the British budget lengthens and the Parliament 

must blow it 
In to pay the bills of sons of Messrs. David, Wat 

and Dob. 

Poets Davidson and Watson might be literary brothers, 
Each with half the sterling value of Sir Alf s two 

hundred net. 
'Tis a pretty little income and all independence 

smothers; 
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Mister Henry Austin Dobson has the laugh upon 

the others 
As he draws five-eighths exactly of what all the 

three may get. 

Since the poets, like our plumbers, seek employment 

by the powers, 
Both are public benefactors, but, if subsidized, are 

not; 
They may sing of Nature's wonders, gentle spring, 

the birds, the flowers, 
Of the ancient warrior's prowess, of the lovers' happy 

hours; 
'Tis expected of Sir Alfred and the sons of Dob 

and Wat. 

But it takes a flare of genius to transform Revolt to 

Frolic, 
To arouse a sleeping conscience, or to start a mighty 

wave. 
And a nation's arch defender surely 's not the muse 

bucolic, 
But the free, untrammelled poet with a fervor vitriolic. 
And we read of civil pensions to the sons of Wat 

and Dave! 

Shakespeare. Good, Ruddy. Think to pull a 

pension down 
To swell thy purse, or handle to thy name 
To snag thy glory in event of rout, 
And write such satire? Now, by heck, old boy, 
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I'll wager tuppence, if I have so much, 
These three replied in kind unto your screed. 

Rippling. In truth, one did. The Times pro- 
claimed it wide. 
The people laughed. I broke my pen in rage, 
And came to this, to manufacture verse 
By wholesale and by formulae. Well, this 
Was writ, maybe by Dobson. Though my pride 
Was hurt, yet must I say it is not bad. 



Recites. 



K-PL-NG 



There's a poet down our way, 

Which is Kip. 
'E's a chicken hearted guy, 

With the pip. 
* Ad a comer in the sun, 
But 'is work is nearly done, 
For we've got 'im on the ran, 

Let 'im rip! 

'E'd a 'orrid, vicious way 

All 'is own. 
Once 'e called a spade a spade, 

Now 'e's blown. 
'Ad the public by the ears, 
Men was melted into tears, 
But Vs lost 'is punch with years, 

Overthrown. 
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Where's that *ank of lady's 'air, 

Mister Rud, 
What you poked up in the hair 

From the mud? 
Them was noble words you made, 
Tommy Atkins on parade, 
You was awful overpaid, 

Chew your cud, 

Shakespeare. A pretty wit To be the target butt 
And draw such shaft is advertisement prime. 
I mind what old Ben Johnson said of me 
When I was safely buried. How my plays 
Were scissored, hacked and cheapened by the herd. 
How goes the making for this sonneteer? 
Is't nearly molded? Could it bake too long? 

Rippling. Methinks, that slender man who just 

came in 
Is Blazefield. Can he have another book 
For us to cast? Good morrow, John. What say 
The sad, sea waves today? 

Blazefield. I'm sick of waves, 

Of feasting, Sick of hand shakings, of praise, 
Of dinners, always dinners. Have you time 
To run some stuff and fit it for the pub? 

Rippling. Canst pay our union workers overtime 
We'll take your lines and whip them into shape. 
Today the works are full. What sort is this? 
Repeat a sample of your watery muse. 
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Shakespeare. But mind you, John, to keep your 

masted tub 
On even keel, or, landsmen, I and Rud, 
May straightway suffer pangs of mal de mer. 
Begin. Is't poetry in fact, or smacks 
Of newly fangled alloy called vers libre? 

Blazefield. I cannot tell before I write what 'tis 
to be. .Mayhap I pen a line with six legs like a 
beetle, or with twenty legs like a caterpillar. It is 
my custom to put fifty short words, as many long 
words, all culled at random, in a green bottle and 
shake it well. This was Walt Whitman's invention, 
and it suits me to follow so cute a master. If then 
the product rhyme or scan so much the better. If 
not, 'tis well. This is my latest fabric. I have 
named it Lizzie, after the comely spouse of a 
recent host who praised my verse. 

Recites. 

LIZZIE 

We loitered late 

To a moon-lit tune, 
By the sad sea waves 

In the month of May. 

When I am gone 

Will you remember 
Our talks and walks 

In cool October? 
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Tell me again 

What you said that night, 
As we loitered late 

With my hand in thine. 

The road was wet, 
But nothing mattered, 

Since you and I, dear, 
Wore our rubbers. 

Rippling. Ah, Jack! This is thy masterpiece, 

'Twill live 
When Danny Deever is forgot. Didst know 
That Hampton, Gutenberg, and Noyes are here? 
Piece work they do on epics, elegies, 
With and without the feet and rhyming tails. 
There may be time before the caldron boil 
To have them out. Go, Will, and get them here. 

Shea\espeare goes out and returns with 
Gutenberg and Hampton. 

Shakespeare. Our Noyes refuses. He is deep 

in thought. 
The gears of his machine have seemed to clog 
And stop the stint his hands must do today. 
This ancient Nestor of the printing art, 
His youth renewed by commerce of the types, 
Would ease his conscience of a mighty weight. 
And here's the Colonel, Ask him to repeat 
His great Pindaric of aerial strain. 



/ 
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Hampton. My modesty forbids such praise. 

Of course 
I think it great, and thinking makes it so. 
You, Will, have said as much, so it is great. 
Here goes. There's time before my duty calls. 

Recites. 

THE AIR MAN 

Whiz, 

Whirr, 

Sailing high, 

In the sky, 

See a man-bird 

Swooping, diving, 

Swinging, curving, 

Daring death. 

Whiz, 

Whirr. 

Who can follow 

Hawk or swallow? 

Piercing clouds, 

Floating ever, 

Dropping bombs, 

Thunder weather. 

Whiz, 

Whin. 

Wheeling, diving, 

Air defying, 

Tempests trying. 

Look! He falls! 

They've got him! 

Whiz, 

Whirr. 
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Shakespeare. Well said, brave Colonel. If 

you (ought as well 
With sword as with thy pen no foe could stand. 
And you, old printer, ancestor of news, 
What heavy burden sits upon your chest? 
When weaving daily blankets in your looms 
Had warp and weft of news a bit of truth? 

Gutenberg. My honor inuendo doth malign. 
Before I made a syndicate of news, 
I wrote, like any school boy, what I thought. 
Think you, the public craves a placid sheet 
Whereon is fact, more facts, and still more facts? 
I thought so once, and wrote this travesty, — 
The Yellow Journal; then my heart was young. 

Recites. 

THE YELLOW JOURNAL 

Behold the leading spirit of the times! 
The advocate of evil, for I spread 
Its heresys, and some who read are led 
To revel in my history of crimes. 
I toy with virtue; have been known to lie; 
If news is tame, then scandal takes its place. 
A jaundiced critic, nothing is too base 
To feed the eager perverts who will buy. 
Why should I preach of honesty and right, 
When little tales and rumors magnified 
. Will please my public? Truth is hard to tell. 
The lust for fame may meet my saffron blight, 
For fame is to be blazoned far and wide. 
And truth is absent. Truth is hard to sell. 
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Rippling. How is the mighty fallen? That 

such art 
Of master penman should descend a whit 
To write his diary with quill for which 
The father of all lies hath made the ink! 
But let's to work. This pleasant chatter draws 
No salary, nor buys the childrens' shoes. 

End of Act 2. 

ACT III 

The Factory. All are gathered about the Machine. 

Fillcocfe. The time's arrived. See that no 

discords mar 
The finished product. Master Rippling, tell 
These worthy poets where to stand, and how 
To catch the lilt and mouthings of the voice 
Which issues forth. The Phonograph revolves! 

The Phonograph. A voice composite I. A 

million men 
Have whispered in my ear, and heard again 
A million voices. I preserve the speech 
And lofty thoughts that through vast eons reach. 
Impelled by duty shall I fail today 
To speak of honor, or shall hate have sway? 

Austin. What's this? I'll none of it. Did I 

not say 
A sonnet made for hatred ? Shall the king 
Be mocked by this? 

Rippling. Peace, peace, 'tis but begun. 
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The Phonograph may have its prologue too. 
The Voice impersonal which mirrors thoughts 
Of millions of mankind must speak of Truth. 

The Phonograph. And kings are mortal. Shall 

a mortal king 
To vent his spite become a cursed thing? 
To me the part that mankind has forgot: — 
To. clean the slate, remove the awful blot 
His painters with the shrapnel and the shell 
Have covered nature with the paint of hell. 

Shakespeare. Methinks I see the end of battles 

nigh 
With this promulgate by our gracious king. 
But list! The wheel's at work. The voice again! 

The Phonograph. 

THE SONNET 

Men that are great shall greater be and wise. 

The swords that pierce and kill shall kill no more. 

And Hate that genders passion, deep and sore, 

Shall turn to Love, the love that deifies. 

Let kings who war, who play the puppet host, 

Think well what wrecks the throne, destroys the state. 

The people are to foster not to bait. 

And arms are futile save in armies* boast. 

If England fights she ever fights to win. 

To lose is hateful, yet the end is lost 

If winning, she shall lose her very soul. 

Come back to reason. Call the warriors in. 

God's finger points the way. We know the cost 

If Human Brotherhood be not the goal. 
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Austin. Think you my master will be satisfied 
With such a making? I am hard beset. 
Yet if 'twill be a wedge to ope the door 
Of compromise and peace, I will essay 
To brave his presence. Give it me. Today 
We speak for England's honor. Let's away. 

Curtain. 

EPILOGUE 

So falls the curtain, and the play is done. 

The will of man, so mighty, yet so weak, 
The work of man, already but begun, 

Are both the treasure which the wise men seek. 
The juggernaut of war rolls on to crush 

The spirit and the life of countless men, 
Poor serfs to Freedom, in its onward rush; 

And peace may not these bring to life again. 
The war-sick earth some day may come to find 

A surcease from the horrors of the scene. 
So let our poets fill the rushing wind 

With songs of right, not might, and peace serene; 
A greater peace for all since time began, 
And lasting, in the Brotherhood of Man. 
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